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The Dragedie oj Othello 


Oth. Jago becomes me: now he begins the ftory. 

Cajfio, bhc was hccrc euen now : (he haunts me in c- 
uery place. I was the ether day talking on the Sea- 
banke with tettaine Venetians, and thither comes the 
Bauble 3 and falls me thus about my neck, 

Oth. Crying oh deere CajJio 3 %i it were: his icfture im¬ 
ports it. 

CajJJo. Sohangs,andlolls,and wcepesvpon me: 

So (hakes, ana pulls me. Ha,ha,ha. 

Otb. Now he tells how (lie pluckt him to my Cham¬ 
ber : oh, 1 fee that nofe ofyours,but not that dogge, I 
(hall thtow it to. 

Cajfio. Wcll,I muft Icaue her companie, 

Jago. Before me: lookc where (he comes. 


Enter 'Bianca. 

Caf Tis fuch another Rtchcw:marry a perfum'd one? 
What do you meane by this haunting of me ? 

Bum. Let thediuell, and his dam haunt you : what 
did you meane by that Cam* Handkerchiefc,you paue 
me euen now ? I was a fine Foole to take it: 1 mull take 
out the werke ? A likely piece of woike,that you (hould 
fiude it in your Chamber,and know not who left it there. 
Thu isfomc Minxes token,& I mull cake out the works? 
There,giue it your Hobbey-horfe, wherefosuer you had 
u,lle take out no wotke on’t. 

Cajfio. How now,my fweete Bianca ? 

How now? How now ? 

Othe. By Heauen,that (hould be my Hanokcrchiefe. 
Bian. If you’le come to fupper to night you may, if 
you will not,come when you are next prepar’d tor. Exit 
Jago. After her : after her. 

Caf. I muft/hecl rayle in the ftrects elfe. 

Jago. Wfti you fup there ? 

Cajfio. Yes,Iintcnd fo. 

Jago. Well, I may chance to fee yon: for I would ve¬ 
ry fame fpeake with you. 

Caf. Prythee come: will you ? 

Jago. Go too ; fay no more. 

Oth. How (hallI murtherhim./rfgu. , 

Jago. Did you percetuc how he laugh d at his vice ? 
Oth. O \Iago. 

la%o. And did you fee thcHandkerchiefe? 

Oth. Was that mine? 

I ago. Yaurs by this band : and to fee how he prizes 
the roolifh woman your wife: (he gaue if him ,t and he 
hath giu’n it his whore. 

Oth. 1 wouldjraue him nine yeeres a killing: 

A fine woman,a faire woman,a lwcete woman ? 

Iago. Nay,youmuft forget that. 

Othello. J,let her lotand pcri(h,and be damn’d to 
night, for fhe (hall not hue. No, my heart is turn’d to 
ftona: l (hike it,and it butts my hand. Oh, the world 
hath nor a Tweeter Creature : (he might lyebyanErn- 
perours fide.aod command him T askes. 

Iago. Nay,that's not your way. 

Othe. Hang her, I do but fay what (lie is :fo delicate 
with l ei Neccde: on admirable Mufitian. Oh (he will 
f in g the Saoageneffe out of a Beare: of fo high and plen¬ 
teous wit,and indention ? 

Jago. She’s the worfe for all this. 

' (Jibe. Oh,a thotdand, a thou (and times: 

And then ef fo gentle a condition ? 

Jago. I too gentle. 

Othe. Nay that’s certaine: 

| But yet the piety of it, Jago: oh Jago, the pitty of it 
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Jago. If you arefo fond ouerher iniquuie: p‘ me i, 
pattern to offend, for if it toueffpot you,it conies ncc^ 
nobody. 

Oth '. I will chop her into Mcffcs: Cuckold me ? 

I ago. Oh,’tisfouleinher. 

Oth. With mine Officer? 

Jago. That’s fouler. 

Othe. Get me fomepoyfon, Iago, this night. J! etl0 
expoftulate with her: lead her body and bcautievnpto! 
uide my mind againe : this night Jago. 

Jago. Do it not with poyion,ftt angle her in het bed 

Euen the bed fhe hath contaminated. ’ 

Otb. Good,good : 

The lulliceof itplcafes : very good. 

Iago. And for Cajfio,let me be his vndertaker: 

You lliall heare more by midnight. 
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Enter Lodouico ,Defdtmona,and Attendants. 

Othe. Excellent good: What Trumpet is that fame? 

Jago. 1 warrant fomething from Venice, 

’Tis Lodonico comes from the Duke. 

See,your wife’s with him. 

Eodo . Saue you worthy Generali. 

Othe With all my heart Sir. 

Lod.The Duke,and the Senators of Venice greet yog, 
Othe. 1 kiffe the inftrunient of their plealures. 

Def. And what’s the newes, good cozen lodonico ? 
Jago. I am very glad to fee you Signiot: 

Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. I thanke you: how do’s Lieutenant Cajfio} 
Iago. LiuesSir, 

Def, Cczen,therc’s falnebetweene him,&myLord, 
An vr.kind breach: but you (hall make all well, 

Ohe. Are you fare of that ? 

'Def. My Lord? 

Othe. This faile you not to c)o,as you will —•• 
Lod. He did not call: he’s bufie in the paper, 

Is there deuifion ’twixt my Lord,and Cajfio ? 

Def. A mofl vnhappy one : I would do much 
T’attonc^.hem/or the loue I beare to Cajfo. 

Oth. Fire,and bntneftene. 

Def. My Lord, 

Oth. Areyouwife? 

Def. What isheangrie? 

Lod. MaybethLcttermou’dbim. 

For as l thinke,they do command him home. 
Deputing Cafsio in his Goucrnment. 

Def. Truftmc,I am glad on’t. 

Othf. Indeed? 

Def. My Lord ? 

Othe. I am glad to fee you mad. 

Def Why,fweete Othello ? 

Othe. Duiell. 

Def. I hauc not deferu’d this. 

Lod . My Lord, this would.not bebelceu’d in Venice. 

Though I (hould fweare lfaw’t. ’Tis very much, 
Make her amends: (he weeper 
Othe. Oh diuelljdiucll: 

If that the Earth could teeme with womans teaies. 
Each drop (he falls,would prouea Crocodile: 

Out of my fight. 

Def. I will: not ftay to offend you. 

Lod. Truely obedient Lady: 

Idobefeechyout Lordfhip call her backe. 
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Othe. Miftris. 

<j)ef. MyLord. 

Othe. What would you with her,Sir ? 

Lod. Who I,my Lord? 

Othe. I,you did wi(h,that I would make her turne: 
Sir,(he can turne,and turne : and yet go on 
And turne againe. And (he can weepe,Sir,weepe. 

And (he’s obedient: as you fay obedient. 

Very obedient: proceed you in your tcares. 

Concerning this Sir,(oh well-painted paffion) 

1 am commanded home : get you away : 
lie fend for you anon. Sir I obey the Mandate, 

And will returne to Venice. Hence,auaunr: 

Cajfio (hall haue my Place. And Sir,to night 
I do entreat,that we may fup together. 

You are welcome Sir toCyprus. 

Goates,and Monkeys. Exit. 

Lod. Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate 
Call all in all futficient ? Is this the Nature 
Whom Paffion could not (hake? Whofefoiid vertue 
The (hot of Accident,nor dart of Chance 
Could neither graze,nor pierce? 

Iago. He is much chang’d. 

Lod. Are his wits fafe ? Is he not light of Braine ? 
Iago. He’s that he is: I may not breath my ccnfure. 
What he might be:if what he might,he is not, 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod. What ? Strike his wife ? 

/tfjro./Faith that was not fo well: yet would I knew 
That ftroke would prouc the word. 

Lod. Is it his vfe ? 

Or did the Letters.worke vpon his blood, 

And new create his fault ? 

Iago. Alas,alas: 

It is not honeftie in me to fpeake 

What I haue feene,and knowne. You fhall obferue him, 

And his owne courfes will deonte him fo. 

That I may fauc my fpeech: do but go after 
And marke how he continues. 

Lod, I am forry that I am deceiu’d in him. Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda . 
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Enter Othello and zSEmtlia, 

Othe. You haue feene nothing then? 
u£mil. Nor euer heard : nor euer did fufpedh 
Othe. Yes,you haue feene Cajfio ,and flic together. 
tAZmi. But then I faw no harme: and then I heard. 
Each Syllable that breath made vp betweene them. 

Othe. WhatfDidthcyneuerwhifper? 
tACmil. Ncuer my Lord. 

Othe. Nor fend you out o’th’way ? 
zAZmil. Neucr, 

Othe. To fetch herFan, herG!oues,her Mask,norno- 
*y£mil. NeuermyLord. (thin« ? 

Othe. That’s ((range. 

lAZmil. I durf((my Lord)t© wager,(he ishoneft: 
Laydowne my Soule at flake: If you thinke other, 
Rcmouc your thought. It doth abufc your bofome: 
Ifany wretch haue put this in your head , 

Let Heauen requit it with the Serpents curfe. 


For if (he be not honeft,cha Ae.and true. 

There’s no man happy. Thepurcft of their Wiues 
Isfoulc as Slander. 

Othe. Bid her come hither : go. Exit <tALm;lia. 
She faies enough : yet (he’s a Ample Baud 
That cannot fay as much. This is a fubtile Whore : 
ACloffet Lockeand Key of Villanous Secrets, 

And yet (heTe4£neelc,and pray.-1 haue feene her do’c. 

Enter Defdemona. t and eyEnulia, 

Def. My Lord,what is your will ? 

Othe. Pray you Chucke come hither. 

Def. What is your pieafure ? 

Oth. Let me fee your eyes :Iooke in my face, 

Def. What horrible Fancie’s this? 

Othe Some of your Fun&io n Mi (Iris: 

Leaue Procrcants alone,and fhu t the doore: 

Cough,or cry hem; if any bodycome : 

Your Myflery,yourMyflery:Maydifpatch.£avV tAZmt. 

Def. Vpontny knee,what doth your fpeech import? 

I vnderfland a Fury in your word*. 

Othe. Why ? What art thou ? 

Def. Your wife my Lord: your true and loyall wife. 
Othello. Come fweare it ; dacrine thy (elfe, lead 
being like one of Heauen, the diuells themfclue s fbould 
feare to ccaze thee. Therefore be double damn’d; fweare 
thou art honeft. 

Def Heauen doth truely know it. 

Othe .Heauen truely knowes,that thou art falfe as hell. 
Def. To whom my Lord ? 

With whom ? How am I falfe ? 

Othe. Ah Defdemony away,away,away, 

Def Alas the heauy day : why do you weepe? 

Am 1 the motiiie of thefe tcares my Lord ? 

If hap^ely you my Father do fufpedl. 

An Inflrument of this your calling backe, 

Lay not your blame on me: ifyou haue loft him, 

1 haue lofthim too. 

Othe. Had it pleas’d Heauen, 

To try me with Affliction,had they rain’d 
All kind ofSores,and Shames on my bare-head; 

Steep’d mein pouertieto the very lippes. 

Giuen to Captiuitie,me,and my vtmcfl hopes, 

I (liould haue found in fomc place of my Soule 
A drop of patience. But alas,to make me 
The fixed Figure for the time of Scorne, 

To point his flow>and mouingfingcr at. 

Yet could 1 beare that too,well,very well ; 

Bi t there where I haue garnerd vp my heart, 

Where cither I muft liue,or beare no life. 

The Fountainc from the which my currant runnesj 
Or elfe dries vp : to be difearded thence. 

Or keepe it as a Ccfterne,for fouleToadcs 

To knot and gender in. Turne thy complexion there ;‘ 

Patience,thou young and Rofe-lip’d Cherubin, 

I heerc looke grim as hell. , 

Def I hope my Noble Lord efteemes me honeft, 
Othe. OhI.as SommerFlyes are in the Shambles, 
That quicken euen with blowing. Oh thou weed ; 

Who art fo louely faire,and fmell’ft fo fweete, 

That the Senfe akes at thee. 

Would thou had’ftneuer bin borne. 

Def. Alas.what ignorant fin haue I committed? 
Offee.Was this faire Paper ? This mod goodly Booke 
Made to write Whore vpon? What commited, 

v v a Com. 
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